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They were checked again half-way up the stairs. At the top
of the steps, three police officers scrutinised the passes once
more and made entries on a special list.
" And that's that," I commented hopefully, as the
inscriptions on the list were completed.
" Oah, not yet," my companion replied with a grin.
" Usher comes now."
It was just as well that I had Dadar along to steer me
through in safety. Had I been alone, the worst might have
happened. I should certainly never have guessed at the
identity of the individual who shlip-shlopped towards us in
the backless sandals, or chappals, which most Indians keep
on their feet by will power and shuffling. As he looked
like a rather seedy salesman, I should probably, on my
own, have adopted towards him the technique evolved to
deal with the importunities of the all-pervasive bazaar^
wallahs. What would have happened if I had waved a
nonchalant " Nai munta" at the usher and swept on
regardless, I hate to think.
Something ought to be done about rigging the ushers out
in uniforms. It is not good enough to have an amiable
gentleman in grey jElannels completely innocent of anything
resembling a crease, and wearing an open-necked shirt
with a wealth of creases in the wrong places. It might
not be so bad if all the garments were clean and fresh,
but if that usher had not slept in his clothes, with his
dingy turban as a pillow, his looks did him a grave
injustice.
On second thought, it may be that the turban was intended
to act as uniform. It was, or had been when clean, the
same colour as the band of pink interwoven in the khaki
turbans of the police on duty at the Assembly.
The pink ribbon in the police turbans was too much for
me. " Do you think the choice of colour has any political
significance ? " I had asked Dadar as soon as it attracted
my attention at the entrance.